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A TALE  OF  THE  NORTH 


TO  the  south  of  Kennebago, 

To  the  south  of  Rangley  water. 
Towards  the  rushing  Androscoggin, 
In  a vale  among  the  mountains. 

Lies  a quiet,  northern  village. 

Here  in  winter  deep  the  snow  lies 
Covering  the  highest  fences  ; 

Here  in  summer  blooms  the  flower. 

Of  a favored  farming  region. 

On  all  sides  rise  lofty  mountains 
Open  only  to  the  woodsman. 

Open  only  to  the  trapper. 

Blazing  out  his  trail  before  him. 

Peaceful  now  this  little  village  : 

Here  a steeple  tells  of  worship  ; 

Here  a thrifty  shop,  well  furnished, 

Fills  all  needs  from  boot  to  butter, 

Furrishes  a place  of  gossip 
To  the  farmers  versed  in  story. 

Every  evening  after  supper. 

Round  the  stove  in  box  of  saw-dust. 

Bearded  fathers  take  their  stations. 

Some  on  soap  box,  some  on  barrel. 

Each  with  pipe  and  startling  story, 

Of  the  old  days  of  the  village. 

One  wild  night  in  deep  Maine  winter. 

When  the  wind  blew  from  the  mountains. 
When  the  mercury  was  sinking. 

And  the  snow  came  down  in  great  flakes. 

The  full  gathering  was  seated 

In  the  room,  blue  with  their  smoking. 

As  the  room  became  all  silent, 

After  Foster,  king  of  lumber. 


Had  told  how  his  first  bear  perished. 

Pinned  beneath  a quick-felled  spruce  tree. 
On  the  ears  of  all,  astonished. 

Fell  the  voice  of  old  “ Mum  ” Marton  ; 
Never  had  he  told  a story. 

Never  spoken  all  the  year  through. 

Save  to  bid  a brief  good  morning. 

Or  to  mumble  “ night  ” in  parting. 

White  his  beard,  his  eyebrows  shaggy. 

Broad  his  shoulders,  telling  clearly. 

How  great  strength  he  once  commanded. 
Four  score  years  had  left  their  impress 
On  the  features  of  the  trapper. 

“ Since  I came  among  you  fellows. 

Heard  your  yarns,  some  true,  more  fables, 
I’ve  been  thinking  I would  tell  you. 

One  true  story  ; but  I haven’t. 

Never  could  I make  my  mind  up  ; 

You,  I know,  have  called  me  crazy. 

Said  I was  a moping  lover  ; 

I have  waited  ; no  one  knew  me  ; 

I could  spend  my  life  in  peace  here  ; 

Now  I feel  the  end  is  coming, 

And  I’m  going  to  tell  my  story. 

“ It  began  in  eighteen-fifty. 

When  the  rich  men  of  the  Velton, 

Were  returning  with  their  nuggets. 

Seven  of  us,  and  all  ambitious. 

Started  trapping  and  fur  trading. 

Up  the  mountain,  finely  hidden. 

We  set  up  a little  cabin. 

One  sad  day.  I’ll  long  remember, 

Jo  McGreeton, — Scotch  they  called  him, — 
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Killed  a man  who  gave  him  back  talk  ; 
Brought  his  gold  up  to  the  cabin  ; 

Hid  it  there  in  perfect  safety. 

But  the  man  had  two  young  brothers. 

Men  of  everlasting  courage  ; 

Never  would  they  stop  their  searching  ; 

In  the  valley  of  Blue  Mountain, 

Soon  six  of  our  party  met  them  ; 

Killed  them  both  while  they  were  searching. 
We  had  got  ourselves  so  far  in. 

That  we  had  to  keep  it  going. 

We  were  robbers,  yes,  highwaymen. 
Anything  ; we  had  to  do  it  ; 

Men  would  kill  us  if  they  caught  us.” 

“ But  we  prospered.  Not  a human 
Could  have  found  our  little  cabin. 

When  a trapper  went  to  southward. 

Loaded  down  with  winter’s  fur-crop. 

He  would  strangely,  swiftly  vanish. 

I was  conscience-stricken  sometimes  ; 

Made  the  rest  mad  with  my  preaching. 

But  the  sums  we  made  grew  larger  ; 

Then  we  felt  we’d  reached  the  limit  ; 
Everywhere  were  angry  trappers  ; 

Men  gave  up  their  time  to  searching  ; 
Villages  crept  closer  yearly.” 

“ Only  once  thro’  all  those  long  years. 

Were  we  sought  out  and  discovered. 

One  black  night,  returning  laden  — 

Plunder  from  three  trappers  with  us. 

After  sorting  out  our  booty. 

We  had  hung  our  guns  above  us. 

Never  thinking  of  protection. 

When  the  door  flew  quickly  open. 

And  a man  with  levelled  rifle. 

Ordered  us  to  throw  our  hands  up. 

With  a motion  like  the  lightning, 

I brought  down  my  heavy  camp  stool 
On  the  lantern.  As  I did  so. 

Flashed  the  rifle  and  I sank  down. 

With  a sharp  pain  in  my  shoulder. 

Quickly  springing  for  their  rifles. 


My  companions  fired  them  wildly. 

With  a moan  the  man  fell  backward. 

After  waiting  till  we  felt  sure, 

That  he  had  not  brought  companions, 

We  lit  up  another  lantern  ; 

He  was  killed  ; a handsome  fellow. 
Dressed  in  uniform  of  trapper, 

In  the  service  of  the  county.” 

“ It  was  plainly  time  we  parted. 

We  must  divvy  up  our  plunder, 

There  arose  the  fatal  question. 

I can’t  tell  what  happened  to  me. 

They  had  fixed  it  up,  I fancy, 

While  I had  been  left  there  cooking. 

They  thought  1,  with  all  my  preaching, 
Would  be  better  dead  than  living. 
Anyway,  while  we  were  talking, 

Came  a fierce  blow  from  behind  me. 
When  I came  to,  all  was  darkness  ; 

I was  stiff ; my  head  was  bloody  ; 

Dawn  was  slowly,  coldly  breaking. 

As  the  old,  familiar  cabin 

Took  vague  form,  I saw  with  horror, 

Jo  McGreeton  lying  near  me. 

He  was  dead  ; the  floor  was  torn  up  ; 
Every  last  cent  had  been  taken. 

I grew  dizzy  and  sank  fainting. 

Staggered  up  again  ; then  slowly 
I dug  down  below  the  deep  snow  ; 

Dug  a grave  for  poor  McGreeton. 

Three  long  days  and  nights  I stayed  there 
Still  too  weak  to  reach  the  village. 

On  the  fourth  day  I felt  better  ; 

Nailing  up  the  door  from  habit, 

I went  down  the  old  blind  town-trail. 
Came  into  this  store  one  evening, 

When  you  fellows  were  much  younger.” 

“ Nor  long  afterwards,  one  morning. 

There  was  doings  at  the  Corners. 

Sheriff  Chaplin  and  his  posse. 

Had  held  up  five  men  well  laden  ; 

They  were  sworn  to  be  the  robbers. 
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“BEFORE  ME  STOOD  A CABIN” 


Who  had  terrorized  the  county 
For  so  many  years  ; I knew  them. 

Then  they  brought  them  here  to  try  them  ; 
Locked  them  up  in  your  old  stable, 

Mr.  Chaplin,  by  the  wood-road, 

Well,  they’d  been  my  friends  for  ten  years. 
Never  harmed  me,  tho’  they  meant  to. 

But  I bore  them  no  hard  feeling  ; 

So  when  night  came  I went  to  them. 
Knocking  down  your  young  son,  Thomas, 
And  unlocked  the  door  ; they  went  ofF ; 
You  got  all  the  goods  they  left  there. 

So  you  didn’t  keep  their  trail  long  ; 

And  it’s  just  as  well  you  didn’t. 

For  they  could  have  lost  you  quickly.” 

“ I suppose  I did  a wrong  thing  ; 

But  I’ve  been  a peaceful  man  since; 

I’ve  tried  hard  to  help  my  neighbors, 

With  the  money  I had  laid  by  ; 

But,  my  friends,”  said  Marton,  rising. 

And  a fire  flashed  from  his  dark  eyes, 

While  his  great  frame,  like  a giant’s. 
Straightened  up  each  inch  of  stature, 

“ If  vou  think  I should  be  punished. 

You  must  know  I am  a Marton  ; 


Never  yet  has  any  Marton, 

Come  like  coward  to  surrender  ; 

If  you  want  me  you  must  take  me. 
Search  me  out  on  yonder  mountain.” 
Every  eye  was  fixed  upon  him  ; 

With  a steady  step  he  passed  them. 
Opened  wide  the  shaky  storm  door. 
Paused  a minute  as  the  full  blast 
Of  the  fearful  blizzard  struck  him. 

Then  plunged  outward  into  darkness. 
For  a moment  all  was  silent  ; 

All  aghast  they  eyed  each  other. 

Then  with  common  impulse  sprang  up. 
And  went  out  into  the  wild  storm  ; 

For  an  hour  they  hunted  for  him. 
Searched  in  every  house  and  stable. 
Searched  the  fields  ; the  near-by  forest  ; 
But  they  found  no  trace  of  Marton  : 

He  had  disappeared  forever. 

This  is  told  with  awe  and  wonder. 

By  the  men  on  winter  evenings  ; 

This  the  legend  of  the  village. 

I had  heard  it  and  had  wondered, 
(While  I smiled  somewhat  in  private) 
But  one  day,  a longing  seized  me. 
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To  go  far  off  in  the  forest. 

To  be  once  in  woods  unopened  ; 

I went  westward  from  the  village. 

Up  a well-grown,  unnamed  mountain, 
Thick  with  underbrush  and  dead  wood. 
Well  grown  up  with  trees  full  aged. 

As  with  care  I cut  my  pathway. 

Blazing  thro’  the  wood  all  green  now 
With  the  ample  growth  of  summer, 

I felt  moved  by  some  wild  spirit. 

Spirit  of  the  untouched  forest. 

Spirit  of  the  great  pure  fastness, 

And  I shouted  in  sheer  pleasure. 

As  I listened  to  the  echo. 

Came  a tapping  in  the  valley. 

Growing  louder  after  pauses. 

And  I knew  ’twas  coming  nearer. 

Soon  flashed  past  me,  brilliant  coated. 
That  great  king  of  northern  forests. 

The  great  log-cock,  with  his  red  crest. 
In  excitement  wild  I followed. 

Leapt  from  rock  to  fallen  tree-trunk  ; 
Still  he  kept  somewhat  before  me  ; 

After  following  the  great  bird. 

Moved  by  some  peculiar  impulse. 

Of  a sudden,  on  the  stillness. 

Broke  his  note,  a scream  of  challenge. 
Note  of  pride  ; and  he  departed. 

But  before  me  stood  a cabin. 

Almost  fallen  with  its  great  age  ; 

Grown  about  with  brush  and  bracken. 
Gnawed  by  hedgehogs  ; weather-beaten. 
At  one  end  was  built  a roofing. 
Sheltering  the  rude  hewn  doorway  ; 

This  rude  shelter  was  supported 
By  rough  poles  against  which  rested 
Some  old  door  almost  in  pieces. 

In  a clearing  strewn  with  old  logs. 
Strewn  with  bark  and  old  camp  fixings, 
Was  the  barrel  of  a rifle. 


I admired  the  rough,  old  cabin  ; 

It  was  beautifully  placed  there  ; 

As  if  growing  from  the  mountain. 

On  all  sides,  and  overhanging 
Was  the  graceful  northern  verdure. 

But  at  length  I trie!  to  enter  ; 

An  appalling  terror  seized  me. 

With  a sense  of  fearful  distance 
From  the  village  in  the  valley. 

The  vast  solitude  oppressed  me. 

And  I fled  in  haste,  all  blindly  ; 
Downward,  downward  thro’  the  forest 
As  if  all  the  fiends  possessed  me. 

Till  I sank  down  all  exhausted. 

I was  foolish  ; why  this  fleeing  ? 

What  had  caused  such  childish  terror  ? 

All  ashamed  I started  upward  ; 

Hour  on  hour  I spent  in  searching, 

But  I found  no  sign  of  cabin. 

Heard  no  guiding  log- cock  call  me. 

As  the  sun  was  sinking  quickly 
I was  forced  to  seek  the  village  ; 

I consoled  myself  with  thinking. 

As  I wound  my  way  to  westward. 

That  my  camera  would  show  me 
One  more  glimpse  of  that  strange  cabin. 
Late  at  night  I reached  the  village  ; 

I had  been  lost  on  the  mountain. 

Many  times  in  that  long  summer. 

Armed  with  picture  of  the  cabin. 

Did  I search  for  that  strange  clearing. 

I came  home  each  evening  wearied  ; 
Never  more  did  log-cock  call  me. 

Yet  there  is  a fascination 
In  that  quiet  mountain  village. 

In  a vale  among  the  mountains. 

To  the  south  of  Kennebago, 

To  the  south  of  Rangely  water. 

Towards  the  rushing  Androscoggin. 

G.  E. 
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LOST  ON  THE  DUNES 


ANIGHT  on  the  Ipswich  Dunes  in 
October  ! We  were  crazy  to  think  of 
it,  but  nevertheless  there  we  were 
trudging  along  towards  the  beach  unconscious 
of  our  folly,  and  little  thinking  what  awaited  us 
before  another  sunrise.  Jauntily  had  we  lis- 
tened to  the  old  graybeards  in  the  little  village 
of  Ipswich,  as  they  gathered  about  the  warm 
stove  in  the  grocery  store  and  prophesied,  with 
many  wise  shakes  of  the  head,  the  coldest  night 
of  the  season.  We  had  planned  ; and  when  we 
three  had  planned,  we  were  not  long  in  bring- 
ing those  plans  to  pass,  and  thus  it  was  that  we 
were  traversing  the  road  to  the  Ipswich  Dunes. 
We  were  heavily  loaded  with  supplies — pies, 
sandwiches,  cakes,  one  bottle  of  Moxie  (our 
most  prized  possession,  for  no  fresh  water  was 
to  be  had),  and  three  tin  cups  to  go  with  the 
same.  The  air  was  still  with  the  twilight 
hush  ; not  a breath  of  wind  stirring  the  bare 
trees  and  not  a bird  note  to  break  the  silence. 
Over  the  brown,  sear  fields  the  russet  colors  of 
sunset  spread,  and  at  long  intervals  on  the 
horizon  a gnarled  tree  or  low,  rambling  farm- 
house reared  itself,  a silhouette  against  the  sky. 
We  were  in  a mood  to  enjoy  thoroughly  the 
beautiful  surroundings,  and  gaily  talked  and 
sang  as  we  went  along.  Before  us  the  moon 
rose,  a pale,  silver  bow  ; behind  us  the  twilight 
color  receded  as  darkness  advanced  over  the 
fields,  and  before  we  knew  it,  night  was  at 
hand,  her  garments  heavy  with  dew.  Our 
spirits  grew  subdued,  and  intervals  of  silence 
were  interspersed  with  our  talk.  As  we  passed 
friendly  farmhouses  we  began  to  wish  ourselves 
securely  installed  within,  but  still  we  kept  be- 
fore us  the  picture  of  a cheerful  camp  on  the 
beach  with  a blazing  camp-fire. 

A short  distance  from  the  beach  we  came 
upon  two  hay-stacks  fragrant  with  the  dew  of 
the  evening,  and  the  thought  occurred  to  us 


that  hay  would  be  useful  in  making  our  beds  ; 
so  I was  loaded  down  with  all  the  baggage, 
while  the  other  two  filled  their  arms  with  hay. 
Then  we  stumbled  on  toward  the  beach. 
How  strange  the  sand-hills  looked  as  they  rose 
on  all  sides  bathed  in  the  death-like  pallor  of 
the  moonlight,  dotted  with  dark  patches  of 
stunted  brush  and  grass  ; and  how  cold  and  bit- 
ing was  the  wind  that  swept  across  them  ! 
Our  plan  had  been  to  find  a sheltered  place 
behind  some  one  of  the  hills  and  then  build  our 
camp.  We  were  weary  now,  and  our  feet 
dragged  as  we  climbed  hill  after  hill,  only  to 
see  still  others  stretching  before  us,  all  strangely 
alike,  all  ghostly  in  the  moonlight.  The  wind 
grew  more  chill,  and  nowhere  could  we  find  a 
suitable  shelter.  Whatever  hillock  we  crouched 
behind,  a cold  blast  came  creeping  around  some 
ridge  or  up  some  gully  to  chill  us  to  the  bone. 
We  were  in  a pitiable  plight,  hungry,  weary, 
cold,  and  with  no  prospect  of  shelter  for  the 
night.  At  last  fatigue  overcame  all  other  feel- 
ings, and  we  sank  down  on  the  sand,  ready  to 
spend  the  night  in  an  exposed  place  rather  than 
w'alk  further. 

Just  over  another  ridge,  however,  one  of  us, 
while  exploring,  found  a place  which  we 
thought  we  could  make  into  a comfortable 
camp,  and  here  we  gathered  all  our  luggage. 
Then  two  fellows  started  off  in  search  of  fire- 
wood, leaving  me  behind  to  make  the  camp 
and  serve  as  a guide  in  case  they  should  get 
lost.  I busied  myself  by  hollowing  out  a place 
in  the  sand  with  my  hands  and  filling  it  with 
hay  to  serve  as  a bed.  It  was  lonely  ; so  lonely 
that  the  solitude  seemed  to  press  down  on  me, 
to  shut  me  in.  A night  heron  called  dismally 
overhead.  The  wind  came  creeping  through 
the  coarse  grass  and  stunted  bushes,  whispering 
ominously,  and  the  sand  all  around  shone 
wierdly  white.  A vague,  formless  terror  took 
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possession  of  me.  I thought  of  a wild  story  I 
had  read  somewhere  and  wished  I hadn’t  read 
it.  However,  I stubbornly  forced  myself  to 
keep  at  my  task,  until  at  last  my  terror  over- 
came me,  and  I scrambled  madly  to  the  top  of 
the  hillock,  and  called  to  my  companions  under 
the  pretext  of  finding  out  if  they  were  all  right. 
Upon  receiving  an  affirmative  answer,  J reluct- 
antly turned  back  to  my  lonely  work,  and  was 
soon  joined  by  them.  They  carried  large  arm- 
fuls of  bushes  for  making  a wind-break,  but  no 
suitable  firewood  could  thev  find.  Our  last 
dream  of  comfort,  a blazing  camp-  fire,  had  van- 
ished, leaving  nothing  but  the  dismal  reality  ! 
However  we  fell  to  work,  and  erected  a low 
structure  of  bushes  and  sand  to  break  the  w'ind, 
and  when  we  had  crawled  into  our  hay-lined 
nest  and  brought  forth  our  supper,  we  agreed 
that  it  seemed  rather  snug  after  all.  We  ate 
our  simple  repast  w'ith  relish,  and  under  its  in- 
fluence, regained  our  gaiety,  and  laughed  at  onr 
past  toils  and  present  situation. 

Our  hunger  appeased,  we  prepared  for  the 
night  w'ith  much  jesting  and  laughter.  Not  a 
stitch  of  cloth  was  scorned  as  useless.  When 
we  finally  squeezed  into  the  small  hollow  be- 
hind our  wind-screen,  we  were  mere,  odd-look- 
ing bundles  of  coats,  sweaters,  and  pajamas  (we 
had  intended  to  stay  at  some  farmhouse)  piled 
on  in  a seemingly  promiscuous  fashion. 
Jammed  together  as  we  were,  the  cold  did  not 
make  itself  felt  at  first,  and  we  enjoyed  to  the 
full  the  romanticism  of  our  situation  with  the 
wide,  star-dotted  sky  stretching  over  us,  the 
bleak  sand-dunes  rising  on  all  sides,  and  the 
wind  rustling  mournfully  through  the  bushes. 
After  exchanging  a few  words,  we  became 
silent,  and  watched  the  stars  twinkling  above. 
Tht  air  was  as  clear  as  crystal,  and  we  seemed 
to  look  far  into  the  depths  of  the  heavens  where 
those  little  points  of  light  blazed  and  scintillated. 
At  last  we  dropped  into  semi-consciousness,  but 
never  reached  the  stage  of  genuine  sleep.  I in- 
distinctly remember  a muttered  imprecation 


from  one  of  my  companions  because  the  wind 
had  changed,  and,  at  another  time,  a strange, 
wild  sound  as  of  some  savage  beast,  but  that  is 
all  that  stands  out  in  my  recollection. 

We  could  not  have  been  in  this  state  half  an 
hour  when  we  seemed  to  become  wide  awake 
by  common  impulse.  The  cold  had  increased 
rapidly,  and  we  felt  almost  frozen.  We  hud- 
dled together,  and  shiveringly  considered  the 
situation.  Something  had  to  be  done  to  keep 
us  from  freezing  : walking  up  and  down  the 
beach  all  night  ; making  a wider  exploration  for 
firewood  ; trying  to  reach  some  point  of  civiliza- 
tion ; all  were  considered.  We  decided  at  any 
rate  to  abandon  our  camp.  To  lighten  our 
loads  we  sat  down  on  the  sand,  drank  what 
Moxie  was  left,  and  ate  the  rolls  and  squash 
pie, — our  destined  breakfast, — and  then  set  out. 

Before  we  reached  the  beach,  we  saw  the 
lights  of  a village  shining  in  the  distance,  and 
decided  to  walk  down  the  beach  to  them,  and 
then  get  home  by  electrics.  The  wind  was 
blowing  a gale  at  our  backs,  and  swept  us  along 
at  a rapid  rate.  The  short  stop  which  we  had 
made  had  rested  us  wonderfully,  and  the  dream 
of  a comfortable  house  seemed  close  to  fulfill- 
ment. We  were  gay  as  we  sped  down  the 
beach  arm  in  arm,  singing  and  talking  cheerily, 
but — suddenly  we  found  ourselves  ankle-deep 
in  water.  For  a moment  we  were  panic- 
stricken,  and  rushed  back  from  the  incoming 
tide,  but  when  we  had  reached  safety,  we 
looked  around.  We  were  on  a point  projecting 
far  into  the  sea,  and  to  continue  our  course 
must  make  a long  detour  into  the  resulting  cove. 
It  seemed  a long  distance,  but  still  we  could 
not  relinquish  our  idea  of  home.  We  faced 
about,  and  started  in  on  our  undertaking  afresh. 
The  wind  was  against  us  now,  and  bitter  cold 
it  was.  Strange,  phosphorescent  sparks  marked 
our  course  in  the  sand.  About  this  time  we 
noticed  that  a fog  was  gathering  around  us,  and 
we  began  to  grow  uneasy.  An  hour  passed, 
and  we  were  still  traveling  up  that  cove  with 
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no  idea  whatever  of  where  we  were.  It  slowly 
dawned  on  us  that  we  were  lost  on  the  Ipswich 
Dunes.  We  became  confused,  and  now 
thought  only  of  getting  back  to  our  starting 

point. 

We  set  out  straight  across  the  Dunes  in  the 
direction  in  which  we  imagined  our  camp  was. 
All  about  us  were  those  rolling  hills  in  their  si- 
lent, ghostly  whiteness,  spotted  with  dark,  sin- 
ister clumps  of  bushes.  Carefully  we  picked 
our  way,  turning  aside  as  much  as  possible  from 
those  patches  of  brush.  We  told  one  another 
we  feared  they  were  swampy,  but  another  sub- 
tile, indefinable  fear  underlay  all  this  ; they 
looked  uncanny.  Up  hill  after  hill  we  toiled  ; 
into  hollow  after  hollow  we  plunged,  our  feet 
dragging  wearily  in  the  sand.  At  last  the 
booming  of  the  ocean  came  to  our  ears  more 
clearly,  and  we  saw  the  dark  stretch  of  its  wa- 
ters, but  far  out  on  the  horizon  arose  a lurid 
glare,  the  most  mournful  sight  of  the  treacher- 


ous deep,  a fire  at  sea.  We  grew  silent  as  we 
gazed,  and  then  in  a spiritless  fashion  sought  the 
beach.  It  was  now  after  midnight  ; the  bitter 
wind  cut  through  us  like  a knife,  as  we  strug- 
gled back  up  the  long,  sandy  stretch,  contesting 
every  foot  of  ground.  At  last  we  gained  the 
road  to  Ipswich,  and  dropped  down  in  the 
shelter  of  a small  wood,  but  the  cold  drove  us 
up  and  on  again.  We  dragged  slowly  and 
aimlessly  along  till  at  last  a barn  loomed  up  be- 
fore us,  a haven  of  refuge.  We  entered,  tum- 
bled into  the  hay,  and  dropped  at  once  into 
deepest  unconsciousness. 

The  next  morning  we  were  tired,  cold,  stiff, 
hungry,  but  we  had  had  an  experience  never  to 
be  forgotten.  To-day  in  three  rooms  in  Bos- 
ton hang  three  tin  cups,  relics  of  a trip  to  Ips- 
wich, and  three  boys  tell  their  friends  that  their 
is  more  to  those  cups  than  meets  the  eye. 

R.  T.  P.,  ’05. 


AN  OLD-TIMER,  HAND-POWER  FIRE  ENGINE 
This  shows  a marked  contrast  with  our  great  “ horseless  ” of  to-day 
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IN  his  annual  report  of  Harvard,  President 
Eliot  makes  several  statements  of  interest 
to  fellows  in  the  Latin  School.  He  says 
that  the  tendency  toward  obtaining  the  degree 
of  Bachelor  of  Arts  in  three  years  is  becoming 
greater,  and  that  the  standard  of  requirements 
is  increasing  ; he  states  that  it  is  no  easier  to 
stay  in  Harvard  than  to  enter;  that  “ the  per- 
centage of  eliminations  is  much  larger  within 
the  college  than  it  is  at  the  entrance  examina- 
tions.” This  statement  is  worthy  of  thought, 
for  the  popular  supposition,  re-enforced  by  the 
statements  of  students  in  the  University,  has  led 
us  to  believe  to  the  contrary. 

Another  interesting  statement  is  that  the 
figures  show  the  public  schools  to  be  superior 
in  character  and  power  of  work  to  the  product 
of  endowed  or  private  institutions.  This  is 
pleasing  to  the  fellows  of  the  Latin  School,  and 
it  should  serve  as  an  incentive  to  prove  by 
personal  endeavor  that  this  statement  is  emi- 
nently true. 

We  have  always  considered  the  public  school 
superior  to  the  private  school  ; and  not  because 
we  are  prejudiced  through  our  attendance  at 
the  former.  The  pupils  of  the  private  school 
come  mainly  from  rich  families.  They  be- 


come exclusive,  and  often  refuse  to  associate 
with  the  fellows  less  fortunate  financially. 
That  may  not  be  considered  a misfortune  at 
the  time,  but  the  point  is  that  in  actual  life  a 
fellow  cannot  so  confine  his  relations  ; he  is 
obliged  to  have  dealings  with  every  class  of 
men,  and  if  he  does  not  know  how  to  get  along 
with  them  he  is  greatly  hampered.  The  spirit 
of  a public  school,  where  three-fourths  of  the 
hoys,  at  least,  are  aware  of  the  fact  that  in  a 
few  years  they  must  depend  solely  on  their 
own  resources  for  support,  is  one  of  indepen- 
dence and  strength,  and  is  of  the  greatest  value. 

It  has  become  necessary  for  the  school  to 
give  financial  support  to  the  base-ball  team.  A 
mass  meeting  was  called  in  the  Exhibition 
Hall,  and  appeals  were  made  to  the  school  for 
funds.  The  school,  as  a whole,  has  responded 
as  generously  as  we  said  in  the  last  issue  of  the 
Register  we  felt  sure  they  would.  In  behalf 
of  the  captain  and  manager  of  the  team  we 
desire  to  thank  those  who  have  made  contribu- 
tions to  the  best  of  their  ability.  The  contri- 
butions are  not  all  collected  yet,  and  we  hope 
that  any  one  who  has  not  contributed,  and  who 
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feels  able  to  do  so,  will  bring  his  money  to  the 
manager  at  once.  With  a hearty  attendance 
at  the  games  the  team  should  have  a very  suc- 
cessful season. 

J- 

The  need  is  strongly  felt  in  a school  like  ours 
for  some  ties  which  shall  bind  the  fellows  per- 
manently together.  College  men  have  told  us 
that  while  they  make  many  friends  after  entering 
college,  their  strongest  friendships  were  fromed 
during  their  preparatory  courses.  The  Latin 
School  has  less  of  the  social  life  which  tends  to 
help  on  those  firm  friendships  than  any  school 
among  her  immediate  associates.  It  is  true,  as  we 
have  suggested  before  in  these  columns,  that  the 
Latin  School  is  less  favorably  situated  than 
those  out-of-town  schools  ; whereas  they  are 
made  up  of  the  girls  and  boys  of  a particular 
town,  our  attendance  is  derived  from  a dozen 
suburbs. 

It  has  been  frequently  proved,  however,  that 
the  age  and  national  record  of  the  Latin  School 
can  do  a great  deal  to  offset  this  disadvantage, 
and  on  numerous  occasions  a firm  and  enthusi- 
astic spirit  has  appeared. 

Before  very  long  we  shall  all  be  crowding 
along  the  fences  by  the  Charles  River,  looking 
anxiously  up-stream  under  Harvard  Bridge  to 
see  which  of  the  crews  is  ahead.  Yes,  the 
candidates  for  the  crew  are  already  practising, 
and  all  aspirants  to  honor  with  the  oar  should 
apply  at  once  to  the  captain  of  the  crew. 
There  is  no  finer  sport  than  rowing,  and  a man 
or  boy  who  is  a good  oarsman,  has  a trade-mark, 
as  as  it  were,  which  will  mean  much  to  him  in 
the  athletic  world.  We  have  had  occasion  more 
than  once  to  admire  the  great  chests  and 
shoulders  of  rowing  men,  and  no  doubt  good 
chests  and  lungs  are  the  best  things  to  have  in 
any  branch  of  athletics.  But  for  an  unfortu- 
nate accident  we  should  have  had  the  rowing 


championship  last  year.  We  may  get  it  this 
year,  and  it  is  hoped  that  since  there  is  no  way 
for  the  crew  to  obtain  money  from  gate  re- 
ceipts, all  contests  being  on  a public  course, 
the  school  will  support  the  crew  when  the 
time  comes.  From  a financial  standpoint 
boating  is  a very  economical  sport  ; the  outfit 
is  furnished  free,  and  the  suits  are  not  start- 
lingly elaborate;  so  that  about  one-fifth  as  much 
is  needed  for  the  crew  as  for  the  base  ball 
team. 

The  past  January  was  a much  more  severe 
month  than  January,  1903.  Last  month  we 
had  fifteen  fair  days,  three  cloudy  days,  three 
rainy  days,  and  ten  snowy  days  ; in  Januarv, 
1903,  we  had  twenty-three  fair  days,  two 
cloudy  days,  four  rainy  days,  and  two  snowy 
days.  Last  month  the  average  temperature 
was  twenty-two  degrees,  the  minimum,  ten 
degrees  below  zero,  and  the  maximum  about 
forty-two  degrees.  Last  year  the  average  was 
thirty  degrees,  the  minimum  one  degree  below, 
and  the  maximum  about  fifty  degrees. 

Last  year  in  February  there  were  fifteen 
fair  days,  six  cloudy  days,  four  rainy  days,  and 
two  snowy  days  ; the  average  temperature  was 
forty-one  degrees,  the  minimum  one  degree  be- 
low, and  the  maximum  sixty-two  degrees. 

February  gives  us  very  few  changes  in 
Nature  over  the  out-of-door  aspect  of  January. 
There  are  probably  fewer  snow-storms,  and  a 
larger  number  of  warm  days,  but  the  ther- 
mometer is  still  liable  to  drop  below  the  zero 
mark.  In  the  bird  world,  however,  a difference 
is  noticed,  and  a very  marked  one.  Practi- 
cally every  bird  changes  his  mode  of  living 
somewhat  before  the  month  is  over  ; that  is 
either  in  increased  activity  or  song.  To  those 
unfamiliar  with  birds  it  would  be  tiresome  to 
enlarge  upon  these  signs  of  approaching  spring. 
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Everyone,  however,  knows  the  song  sparrow, 
and  we  will  give  a few  points  about  this  little 
bird  — the  most  characteristic  songster  of 
early  spring.  He  may  always  be  distinguished 
by  a large  spot  in  the  middle  of  his  streaked 
breast,  a spot  formed  by  a grouping  of  the 
smaller  markings  ; he  has  a flight  which  is  a 
good  field  mark;  the  tail  is  always  moved  very 
rapidly  up  and  down  in  flight.  Some  day  late 
in  February  the  sweet  song  may  be  first  heard. 
Beginning  with  three  clear  notes  ot  upward 
inflection  it  runs  into  a medley  of  notes  w'hich 
are  varied  almost  every  time  the  bird  sings. 
The  song  sparrows  appear  to  be  the  most 
common  birds  in  late  February  and  early  March 
so  constantly  do  they  sing.  They  sing  from 


the  topmost  twigs  of  low  branches,  or  from 
fence  posts;  very  rarely  do  they  mount  much 
higher  to  sing.  Nesting  begins  soon  after  the 
opening  of  the  song  period,  and  this  very  com 
mon  songster  affords  an  excellent  opportunity  for 
study  to  the  beginner  in  bird  lore. 

Candidates  for  any  of  the  prizes  offered  in 
the  school  have  only  two  months  left  in  which 
to  complete  their  efforts. 

It  is  reported  that  at  least  eight  captains 
have  places  in  their  rooms  all  ready  for  the 
first-prize  flag. 


Boston,  Mass.,  January  16,  1904. 

Guy  Emerson,  Esq., 

Editor  Latin  School  Register. 

Dear  Sir : — 

I understand  that  an  appeal  has  lately  been 
made  to  graduates  of  the  school  for  money  to 
support  a base-ball  team.  I was  very  much  sur- 
prised 'to  learn  that  it  was  very  difficult,  if  not 
impossible,  to  collect  enough  money  in  the 
school  for  the  small  expense  necessary  to  put  a 
nine  into  the  field.  It  being  more  difficult  this 
year,  inasmuch  as  the  head  master  of  the  school 
did  not  think  that  it  was  right  for  him  to  au- 
thorize an  appeal  to  the  scholars.  I take  it 
there  can  be  no  question  that  the  head  master 
is  right  in  this  matter,  and  that  such  an  appeal 
for  funds  should  be  absolutely  outside  of  the 
teaching  department  of  the  school. 

Qlf  there  is  to  be  a team  representative  of  the 
scholars  of  the  Boston  Latin  School,  it  should 
be  because  there  is  a feeling  among  the  scholars 
that  they  want  such  a team,  and  are  willing  to 
give  their  loyal  efforts  to  support  it.  If  such  a 
team  is  not  the  outcome  of  a desire  among  the 
great  majority  of  the  scholars,  that  there  should 


be  a baseball  team  to  represent  the  Boston  Latin 
School,  then  it  is  not  truly  representative  ; and 
if  there  is  this  desire  for  a team,  it  should  be 
possible  to  get  support  for  it  from  the  scholars 
themselves.  It  should  be  possible  to  get  con- 
tributions from  almost  every  scholar,  no  matter 
how  small  such  contribution  might  be,  and 
enough  of  the  scholars  will  attend  the  games,  if 
there  is  a real  interest  in  the  success  of  the 
team,  to  add  another  source  of  revenue  from 
admission  fees. 

I think  that  there  would  not  be  great  diffi- 
culty in  getting  from  the  graduates  contributions 
for  any  worthy  cause  connected  with  the  school, 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  I think  no  such  appeal 
should  be  made  to  graduates  from  year  to  year 
for  the  support  of  a school  team  of  any  nature. 
It  is  primarily  for  the  scholars  themselves,  this 
school  representation,  and  should  command 
their  efforts  ; if  it  does  not,  it  is  not  true  repre- 
sentation. 

I am  loath  to  think  that  the  scholars  do  not 
care  enough  for  their  representation  among  the 
different  school  teams  to  support  a team,  if  they 
feel  that  such  support  is  dependent  upon  them. 
I do  know,  however,  that  in  all  subscriptions. 


Latin  School  Register  13 


a great  many  hesitate  to  give  a little  because 
they  would  like  to  give  more,  if  they  give  at 
all.  It  should  be  understood  that  the  manage- 
ment welcomes  any  sum,  no  matter  how  small, 
but  that  it  expects,  and  the  school  expects, 
each  scholar  to  give  in  proportion  to  his  real 
ability.  Possibly  he  may  have  to  give  up  some 
other  little  thing  for  the  sake  of  the  team,  or  he 
may  go  to  see  the  Latin  School  team  play  when 
he  might  have  gone  to  see  some  other  team 
play;  but  that  is  his  contribution,  and  may  be 
as  valuable  in  its  proportion  as  any  play  by  one 
of  the  team  members.  With  each  scholar  do- 
ing what  he  can,  and  thus  giving  his  support 
to  the  team,  you  will  have  a united  school  behind 
the  team,  and  it  will  stand  a much  better 
chance  of  success.  If  the  team  cannot  get  that 
support,  then  at  best  it  is  a team  of  nine  men 
calling  itself  the  Latin  School  team. 

I hope  you  will  not  think  by  the  above  that 
I am  not  always  interested  to  see  the  Boston 
Latin  School  represented  in  all  interscholastic 
competitions.  I always  watch  for  the  results  as 
reported  in  the  papers  ; but  on  the  other  hand, 
I feel  very  strongly  that  the  athletics  of  a school 


are  for  the  scholars  in  that  school,  and  not  for 
the  graduates,  and  if  they  are  to  be  truly  repre- 
sentative, should  have  the  support  of  the  schol- 
ars. 

The  record  of  the  teams  representing  the 
Boston  Latin  School,  both  in  foot-ball  and  base- 
ball has  been  so  often  one  that  the  graduates 
and  scholars  could  be  proud  of  that  it  seems  a 
great  pity  that  the  present  scholars  of  the  school 
should  not  take  enough  interest  to  put  represen- 
tative teams  in  the  field.  I must  feel,  until  the 
contrary  is  proven,  that  the  spirit  and  interest 
of  the  scholars  that  has  done  so  much  in  the 
past  is  still  living  in  the  school,  and  with  syste- 
matic efforts  by  the  managers  of  the  teams  will 
bring  out  sufficient  support. 

I cannot  too  strongly  urge  upon  your  read- 
ers the  value  of  keeping  up  the  Latin  School 
representations  in  the  different  branches  of  sport, 
as  much  for  the  value  it  is  for  the  contestants 
and  candidates  for  the  different  teams,  as  for  the 
feeling  of  unity  and  loyalty  in  the  school  that  it 
encourages. 

Very  truly  yours, 

Bertram  G.  Waters. 


NOTES 


Curtis  Lublin,  B.  L.  S.,  ’oi,  is  an  editor  of 
the  Columbia  Literary  Monthly,  and  also  editor- 
in-chief  of  the  Columbia  'Jester. 

Sur  place. 

On  the  square. 

H.  W.  Stone  of  the  fifth  class  has  left 

school. 


Dentibus  infrendens  gernitu. 

Gnashing  a groan  with  his  teeth. 

Me  pascite  capellae. 

Feed  me,  my  flocks. 

Nec  palustris  cessant  vector  e ge merit ib  us 
or  nos. 

And  they  do  not  cease  to  carry  ashes  on  the 
groaning  wagons. 


BASKET-BALL 


The  basket-ball  team  has  not  had  a very  Many  of  the  remaining  games  will  be  played 
successful  season  so  far.  However,  all  the  in  our  drill  hall,  directly  at  the  close  of  school, 
games  have  been  played  away  from  home.  thereby  making  it  easy  for  members  of  the 
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school  to  attend.  Manager  Norton  has 
arranged  the  following  schedule  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  season  : 

February  16.  East  Boston  High  in  the 
drill  hall. 

February  18.  English  High  in  the  drill 
hall. 

February  24.  Andover  at  Andover. 
February  26.  Rindge  Manual  Training 
School  at  Cambridge. 

March  2.  Winchester  at  Winchester. 
March  4.  English  High  in  the  drill  hall. 
March  8.  South  Boston  High  in  the  drill 
hall. 

March  10.  Lynn  High  at  Lynn. 

SOUTH  BOSTON  SODALITY,  1 1 

BOSTON  LATIN,  9 

On  Monday,  January  18,  we  were  defeated 
by  the  South  Boston  Sodality,  in  their  hall  at 
South  Boston.  It  was  a close  and  exciting 
game,  and  the  result  was  in  doubt  till  the  last 
minute.  Sullivan,  Norton,  and  Currin  did  the 
best  work.  The  summary  : 

S.  B.  S.  B.  L.  S. 

O’Brien  rf. lb  (Freeman)  Shore 

O’Bvran  If rb  Desmond 

Bullman  c c Norton 

Weber  rb If  Sullivan 

Brady  (Currin)  lb  rf  Allen 

Score  : Sodality,  1 1 ; Boston  Latin,  9. 
Goals  from  floor : Currin,  2 ; Norton,  2 ; 
O’Bryan,  Sullivan,  Bullman.  Goals  from 
fouls:  Sullivan,  3 ; Currin,  3.  Referee  : Red- 
ding. Timer:  Kinnaley.  Time:  15  and  20 
minute  halves. 

NEWTON  HIGH,  14 

BOSTON  LATIN,  8 

On  Tuesday,  January  19,  we  played  New- 
ton High  School  at  Newton,  and  were  defeated 
by  a score  of  14  to  8.  Sullivan,  Allen,  and 
Kneeland  did  the  best  work  for  B.  L.  S. 

WEST  ROXBURY,  27 

BOSTON  LATIN,  3 

On  Friday,  January  22,  we  were  outclassed 
and  defeated  by  West  Roxbury  High  in  their 


gymnasium.  Sullivan  and  Allen  excelled  for 
B.  L.  S.,  and  Stewart  and  Walsh  did  the  best 
work  for  the  winners,  each  having  five  baskets 
to  his  credit.  The  summary  : 


W.  R.  H.  S. 

Stewart  rf 

Walsh  If ... 

Ernst  c 

Barsoom  rb 

Blake  lb 


B.  L.  S. 

lb  Freeman 

rb  (Kneeland)  Desmond 

c Norton 

If  Allen 

rf  Sullivan 


Score:  West  Roxbury,  2 j;  Boston  Latin,  3. 
Goals  from  floor  : Stewart,  5 ; Walsh,  5; 

Blake,  2;  Barsoom,  Allen.  Goals  from  fouls  : 
Sullivan,  Blake.  Referee  : Forbes.  Timer  : 
Partridge.  Time:  2 20-minute  periods. 


BRIGHTON  HIGH,  8 

BOSTON  LATIN,  6 
On  Thursday,  January  28,  we  were  de- 
feated by  Brighton  High  School,  in  their  drill 
hall,  by  a score  of  8 to  6.  At  the  end  of  the 
first  half,  the  score  was  8 to  4 in  favor  of 
Brighton.  In  the  second  half,  although  but 
one  basket  was  thrown,  Latin  School  had  the 
best  of  it,  narrowly  missing  several  tries  at  goal. 
It  was  a close,  hard  game,  and  our  team 
played  well.  The  summary  : 


B.  H.  S. 


B.  L.  S. 


Feathersone  rf 

Lonergan  If 

Jacobs  c 

Hickey  rb 

Woodlock  lb.  .. 


If  Desmond 

rb  (Shored  Kneeland 

c Norton 

If  Sullivan 

rf  Allen 


Score:  Brighton,  8 ; Boston  Latin,  6.  Goals 
from  floor  : Lonergan,  2 ; Allen,  2 ; Feather- 
stone,  Woodlock.  Referee:  Lonergan.  Timer; 
Emery.  Time:  1 5 and  20  minute  halves. 


BROOKLINE  HIGH,  27 

BOSTON  LATIN,  3 
On  February  5,  we  were  defeated  by  Brook- 
line High  in  their  gymnasium.  The  space 
was  long  and  narrow,  and  the  ceiling  low, 
making  accurate  passing  out  of  the  question. 
Captain  Cook  of  Brookline  was  the  particular 
star.  Sullivan,  Robinson  and  Kneeland  also 
did  good  work. 


Advertisements  75 


Phelan  &Steptoe 


The  styles  are  always  the  latest  and 
best.  Special  designs  for 
Young  Men 


Derbjs  and  Softs,  $3.00  and  $2,00 

GLOVES,  all  the  popular  makes 
Manhattan  Shirts  Stylish  Neckwear 
Evening  Dress  Requisites 

42  BOYLSTON  STREET 

Next  to  Hotel  Touraine  Open  Evenings 


OLIVER  DITSON  CO. 


FOR  FIFTY  CENTS 

You  can  buy  in  any  one  of 
the  volumes  of  the 

Ditson  Half  Dollar 
Series 

What  would  cost  several  dollars  if  purchased 
as  sheet  music 

Dance  Waltzes — Ten  popular  Compositions. 
64  pages 

Marches  and  Two  Steps— Fifteen  attractive  and 
popular  numbers 

Easy  Salon  Music— Sixteen  bright  pieces.  64 
pages 

Forty  Easy  Piano  Pieces — Choice  selections, 
phrased  and  fingered 

Easy  Pieces  in  Easy  Keys— Carefuily  fingered 
for  use  of  young  students.  b93 


150  TREMONT  STREET 


STATIONERY 

F.  W.  Barry,  Beale  & Company 

108  and  no  Washington  Street,  Corner  Elm 

THE  BLANK  BOOK  CORNER 


JOHN  C.  GERWE 

Custom  Tailor 

AND  REPAIRING  OF  ALL  KINDS 

2 Province  Court,  Boston 


JOHN  B.  FITZPATRICK 
Real  Estate  and  Insurance  Agency 
23  Court  Street 

Telephone,  1410,  Boston 


DAY  AND  EVENING  instructions  in  book- 
keeping, shorthand,  and  all  business  studies  ; 
best  of  modern  methods  and  teachers  ; posi- 
tions for  graduates.  New  students  admitted 
daily  ; terms  for  evening  session  #5  per  mouth  ; 
send  for  prospectus,  666  Washington  Street, 
corner  Beach,  Boston 

Please  meutiou  the  Register, 


* THE  FAMOUS  MIC-MAC 

^Hockey  Sticks 


Made  from  young  trees  and  branches 
^ that  have  grown  to  the  correct  shape, 

J $i.oo  each. 

A Wilson’s  Canadian  Hockey  Sticks,  75c. 

5"  Others  as  low  as  25c. 

I Ivpr  Sportins  Goods  Co-  $ 

A I* Cl  0 U 11 11  oU  11  0 163  Washington  St.  f 

when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


16  Advertisements 


J.  E.  PURDY  & COMPANY 

Class  Photographers,  B.  L.  S.,  1904 

Our  ideas  on  Picture  Making  are  known  and  appreciated  by  a great  many 
people,  among  whom  are  a large  and  growing  number  of  distinguished 
Americans  and  some  of  the  most  eminent  visitors  from  foreign  lands.  It 
is  not  in  present  day  ability  to  produce  better  Photographs  than  ours, 
and  a class-rate  card  makes  the  price  merely  nominal. 

146  TREMONT  STREET,  BOSTON 


WRIGHT  & DITSON’S  HIGH  GRADE 

Athletic  Supplies 

EVERYTHING  THAT’S  REQUIRED  FOR 

SPORTS  AND  PASTIMES 

Ice  Skates.  Hockey  Skates,  and  Special  Shoes,  Racing 
Skates,  Skates  for  Young  and  Old,  Hockey  Sticks,  Tobog- 
gans, Basket  Bail,  Sweaters,  Gymnasium  Supplies,  Base 
Ball,  Tennis,  Golf.  Handsome  Sports  Catalogue,  fully 
illustrated,  will  be  sent  free  to  any  address. 

WRIGHT  & DITSON 

344  Washington  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 


u.  holzer  Bookbinder 

Binds  and  Repairs  all 
kinds  of  Books 

25  Bromfield  Street 


JOHN  FERRIN,  Ph.  G. 
Apothecary- 

complete  Line  of  Toilet  Articles  and  Sundries 

725  Tremont  Street 
180  Boylston  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 


DIEGES  & CLUST 

MANUFACTURERS  OF 

Prize  Drill  Medals 
School  Pins 

Fraternity  Pins 

Etc. 

373  Washington  Street,  Boston 


HARDING 

Merchant  Tailoring 

21 1 Tremont  Street 

Opposite  Hotel  Touraine 

The  making  of  the  better  sort  of  “ Made  to  Measure  ” Cloth 
ing  is  our  strong  point.  We  incorporate  the  best  work- 
manship, perfect  fit,  and  “ newest  ” style  in  our  Suits, 
Overcoats  and  Trousers.  Large  selection  of  Domestic 
and  Foreign  Fabrics. 

Suits,  $20  and  $25.  Overcoats,  $25  and  $30.  Trousers 
$6  and  $7.  Fancy  Vests  and  Evening  Suits 

ON  THE  WAY  TO  SCHOOL 

Leave  your  Trousers  to  be  pressed, 

15  cents.  Suits  pressed,  50  cents 

No.  57  Dartmouth  Street,  Boston 

CORNER  WARREN  AVENUE 


T!i?Boston  Regalia  Co. 

Class  Pins,  Dance  Badges,  Prize 
Flags,  Swords,  Belts,  and  Caps. 
Please  call  for  Estimates  and 
Designs 

7 Temple  Place,  Boston,  Mass. 

Boston  University 
School  of  Medicine 

Advanced  and  thorough  methods  of  instruc- 
tion. A broad  and  comprehensive  curriculum. 
Exceptionally  high  standard  results  in  small 
classes  and  makes  possible  unusually  extensive 
laboratory  and  clinical  facilities  ; upwards  of 
50,000  hospital  and  dispensary  patients  being 
annually  available  for  the  purposes  of  clinical 
instruction.  . . . Homoeopathic  Therapeutics. 
For  information  and  catalogue  apply  to 
FRANK  C.  RICHARDSON,  M.  D.  Registrar, 
685  Boylston  Street,  Boston. 


Please  mention  the  REGISTER,  when  you  patronize  advertisers. 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  UNION 

4*  BOYLSTCW  STREET,  (Next  Hotel  Tour^ae) 

M^iihersbip,  Si.oo  Psr  Y ear 


EVERY  YOUNG  MAN 

whether  an  athlete  or  aot 

:it  GET  INFERIOR  WGRB.? 

vhen  you  csn  have  the  best  at 
moderate  cost  fa  the  / 

PHYSICAL  DEPARTMENT 

OF  TH« 

Boston  Young  Men’s 
Christian  Association 

va  uSTGN  AND  BERKELEY  STS., 


tinning  Classes,  Weekly  Entertainments, 
Illustrated  Lectures,  Public 
Religious  Services,  Etc. 

Library,  over  16,600  vcis.  Telephone,  OxXori  I3S 
Gymnasium,  £5.00  and  $8.00  t>cr  year 
ffM.  H.  BALDWIN.  Peaaider.t  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  $*??»<«? 


SUMMER  CAMP  ALSO 


! 1 ;jt  utixd  for  Prospectus  to  GEORGE  W. 
JEHAFFEY,  General  Secretary 


0 American  Journal  of  Photography 

IS  PUBLISHED  IN  THE  INTEREST  OF  PHOTOGRAPHERS 
BOCKLOVERS  AND  EDUCATIONAL  WORKERS 
ho  are  ambitious  to  do  a bit  better  than  others  are  doing  along  the  Hues  of  Photography  and 
: articles  are  of  the  right  kind— cot  too  tong— and  are  filled  with'  the  latest  practical 
; They -Ire  simple,  friendly /talk*  that, inspire  aad  Aiisnlate  to  better 

7.  '.:r.  price  is  t,?eaty*nve  cents  a cop?,  or  %<kv  dollarstaod  fifty  cents  a year,  < 

3T0  ERA  PUBLISHING  CO.,  170  Summer  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 


B~"i  Quality  of  our 
iworkhas  made  our 

P U TAT  1 Q N 

^ C„;:  ^ e. « rn  a kc^s zjtsa*^ 

LIMX  CUTS  HALF-TONES 
WOOD  CUTS  fpOLOFL-  CUTS 
AND  £ jL  E C T M.O  TYPES 

Sli  FFOUL.  ENGRAVING  AND 
■ZllL i JOTYPiNG  COMPANY 
•: -■  •'  -v  NGilESS  SIRED’ 

^GRAVERS  FOR  REGISTER 


J.  FRANK  FACEY 


36  Prospect  Street,  Cambridge  port 


All  kinds  of  School  and  Society 
- Printing  1 
Ptatfsa  mention  the  knetsabt,  .when  y™  patronise  advertiaers.  • 


fSOtUS  f\  1 a.M?iSrJP*«sidcu ' -rad  'l'*-caV-ij-rs 


/ ' 

'-  a 'J 


,§TEk 

Mutual  Fire  Insurance  Company 

BOSTON,  MASSACHUSETTS 


F«rty=«ightbl  Annual  Statement,  January  i,  1903. 


Amount  at  Risk 
Cash  Assets  . 

Deposit  Note:-* 

Available  Assets? 

Total  Liabilitten 
Cat'll  Surplus 
Cain  in  Surplus  in  iqor 
Cain  ip  Aw.se  - - > 

Losses  paid  in  i <)n: 

Dividends  paid  hi  • y',r 
Amount  a*  Risk  .u  creased  io  <*902 


Home  Office*  NEPONSET 


44#,4*7?? 
520,658^ 
r IS'.dS;  ■ ' 
{ 2 S8,-!  09.64 

;6o,o:S.oti 
19,248.2  i 
61,487.74 
63.755.3-; 
58,4S5<?8 
I,958,9?6  or, 


DIRECTORS — J.  B.  L.  Bart  let; . \V.  D,  C.  Curtis,  Charles  F.  Gallagher 

, . Pratt,  Sites  A.  Perkins,  Thamas  >P.  Temple,  jamea  II.  Uphata,  Sarvtl  J;  Willis 


SEWING  MACHINES  , ' 

1 . ' " / . ■ ' v - 

THE  yV<-  - 75 ««  > « « lock  Stitch  and  Chain  Stitch,  two 

CELEBRATED  * ' ^ Machines  intone,  and  the 

ighl  Running  New  Home 


■W,  ■ > J 

,v 


Lj 


The  Dom  '.Stic  and  - It  „•  IT 01.; I-  ...  ve  .t-.-t  the  n every  great  improvement  shut 

has.been  made  io  Family  fcitwtvci  M chiles  tor  a v.’ird  of  a .ternary.  Sold  without-the  aid 
of  canvassers.  Warranted  -ind  Kepi  in,  Orda  '(en  Yeas  s.  Spld  for  cash  or  on  inatalnujute. 
Old  machines  taken  in  exchange  cs  part  payment.  Needles  and  Qi!  for  alt  machines.  Sew* 
ing  machines  rented.  All  makes  repaired.  , ( 

£1;  Oar  Japanese  ftepaiinKht  be  found  . . :hu  r.:  rtreetd  o'.  China  Novelties  tu  • h" 

newest  Decorations.  Very  appropriate  for  *Ww  or  whist  r rites.  Telephone,  1352  Oxford 

C»  C»  BOWLES  -i£  CO.;  EcwrSA>r44c,  Karsh <».  ~9  AVOU  StTC6t 


SCS 


TALBOT’S 

BOSTONETTE  RAIN  COATS 

“BOSTON  MADE” 

' I 

rU  ■■  ■ H : -v  v-  v,j  all  auf/. ..vw  c;br;  ' 

with  0?  without  belt 

$10 


$2S 


$15  $20  X $22 
1 TALBOT  COMPANY 
395  .to  403  Washington  St.,  opp.  Fraukliu  St. 

f : rou’zuiv  tv 

• / \ ' ‘ ■ 


I 


